TO THAT MOST #. ws 


LAMENTABLE 


AND MOST 


Incorrigible Scribler 


BAVIUS. 


Nlucky Wretch, whom no Advice can Warn 


From Rhiming of thy Self to publick Scorn : 
Curſt at thy Birth! And doom'd for all the reſt: 
Of thy ſtrange Life, ane everlaſting Teſt. 2 . bh 
What Dog-Ster Reign d at thy Nativity | e 
And Damn d thee to an Itch of Poetry: du 2 
Thou wert excus d, couldſt thou but Write fo well,. 
To Earn ten Grdats for Dogrill at S hi; e 
Such little Helps thy Poverty does need; 2 
This wou d ſupply thee with oft wanted Bread : 766 v 
And of thy Ghaftly Phiz, and Loc run Jaws, | 
"Tis Evident that Hunger is the Cauſe.” 

But fatal Wretch ſhou'dſt thou till Doomſdzy Write, | 
'Tis fo below all aime at Senſe. or Wit, * 8 


But this laſt Piece, to thy immortal Shame OO 
A hardn'd Blocthead hasconfirm'd thy Name: £ 
And for dull Nonſenſe Celebrates thy Fame. 


_— When to thy Pexcive Garrat thou art come, 


Whitchall. To do thy Neceſſary Jolls at home: 


Feting hi: Thy Right-hand managing the Needle well, 


= Water 80 Taylor did at once both Rhyn and Nom. 


2 
Methinks I fee the Poſture thou wert in 
When this well maner d Stuff thou didſt begin: 


By Sollitary Inch of Candle plac d, 
Thy Holen neatly fitted to the L; 8 114 


Till Nonſenſe flows, then takeſt by turnes the uid. 
Thy double Talent chou at once doſt ſhow, - 8 


And Playſt the Pot and the Boteber too: 


Surely by Nature thou ſhouldſt have ſome Glimpſe, 
Some glimering Notion of a ſort of Senſe: 
But Poverty has debac d and dull d thy Strain, 
And Emptineſs ſent Fumes into thy Brain; 
This makes thee Rail in Language Billing s gare. 
A Mapping Sculler vents more Jeſts for Wit. 
Where Senſe is wanting, truth ſhould be Expreſt, 
That oft Atones for Wit and make ſome Feſt : 
But Lyes, Dull Lyes in Sawcy F;ſbwivesftrain, 
Sutes only ſuch a Flownder-Mouth as tine. 
That Nautious Mouth, from Ear to Earthe exrent,.. _ 
Proper ſuch Beaſtly Fulſome Stuff to vent, | 
"Tis Plague enough thy wretched Form toſes 
Shock not our Ears with Wretched Poetry. 
© far below a Gen-t/e-man to write, 5 
Shows thee as poor in Maers as in Vit. 
Sappoſle I thee Piet. Poclet ſhou d call, * 
Or ay thy Mangy Carcaſs. in Whitehall; 


| 14 
To thy Adjacent Neighhouring Garnatae ri 907 14 of) 

Were ſuch a Nuſance, asche cou d not bear; en 
(Tho? vilely out of Linnen, as we ſee, 
And Scanty Wardrob ly in Lunbardy,) of 
Or ſhou'd I call thee. Cheat, or Rogue, and Jar __ 
(Cauſe Shabby): thou a Bailiffi-Follawer wero:- - . 4 
Wou'd ſuch dull Railing paſs upon the Town 


Be took for Wit, Jeſt, Satyr, or Lampoon? Sf) 
To ſay a Woman's Old, and call her Whore, 8 


Oh Dire Revenge! Some ſuch dull Fops of yore, 

Have Treated thus thy Cheated Wife before. 

So vain a Coxcombe to upbraid my Rhiming 

Yet ſet down Self and Hip for cxact Chiming, faith 
My Muſe diſdains the ſarvitude of Rhe = | 


She Writes true Senſe and leaves to Fools the Chimes; 10 
Who have no other: neee wo hoot 
. 4e A DA 

Why ſhoy d I think more © Brookeg — 
Than thoſe great Men ti Libel did Detect, weil 
Thou'ſt yet not made me ſo Burleſque « thingy"; — 71) 
As thy Vile Scandal repteſents ce 71 0 Ulk. FI 21 TT 
To think by thy Advive he woudihe 4 bnd ven bib zit 
Was e re great Character ſ #i Pqotb 4niq ni Iba 
And to compleat what thou before had laid, | 


Twelarge Long -Eearethou'tfix'd upon his HEA... 
As who to Baviss ond wi. adheres ; 
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Who e e 
To ve not one Friend to tell him how he Errs : 
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Or art thou grown Incorrigableof late, 
Andturn'd to Fifty, Old and Obſtinate, 


Was there no Rana could tell to Ten, 
To mend thy for tor, and correct thy Pes. 
To common Senſe, thy Nonſenſe to Tranſlate, 
And Reſcue thee from being Pointed at. 

Or find out ſome Convenient Wyth to be, 
The kind Reſult of all thy / Miſery : £ 
Before thoudſt had the Fate to Encounter me. 

Upon a meer ſuppoſe to rouſe my Muſe, 

From her ſoft Theames of Love to rough Abuſe. 
Againſt my Nature, and below my Senſe, 
Deſerves I ſhou'd Chaſtiſe thyImpudente : 


But thou rt a Tool, ſofar beneath my aim, | TR ; 


To touch but on thy-Merry AndrewName ; 
Gives thine Repute, and brings my Maſe 0 Shai: e- 


Ill Sweara hundred fince T'this begun, 182 nan 
Cry'd — Duma the Ban he's not worth thy Pen ; * ET 
The Averſion of thy Sex, and Scorn of Men. WER 
This did my Mind wi ee 

And ] in pitty drop d my 1 QQill. 


* 
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